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- — No declining Age , 


Ever felt the Raptures of Poctic Rage. 





TUESDAY, JUNE 3. 1735. 





HE Man in the Moon’s COLLEc- 


» wy Hands, I was turning over 
“fome Pages of a Manufcript He- 
voit Poem, which has been fent 

~ him, by it’s Author, (purfuant to 
: the Notification in my 33d Pa- 

, y per) as a Commodity, that was 
Ufelefs to him, for Want of a CaLv , and is, there- 
fore, to be f rd up, in the Moon, in Expectation 
of a future Demand, in {ome very diftant Genera- 





tion. . 

“f have made bold with the Palates of my Readers, 
and ftolen them a Tufte, from the Difb.—The Ge- 
nius of thefe Times is, perhaps, 20t martial enough to 
reifh ‘an ENTIRE “Epic Treat: But we may pardon 
an EpIsovE; as Men bear with a Little Seafoning, 
in Refpect to the Tufte of a Friend, tho’ They, Them- 
felves, are wot Pepper-proof. ; 


The EPIsoDE of Oreb and Joath, from an Epic 
Poem calld GIDEON: Not yet publifh’d. 


LON, whom Gideow left, in the South Poft, 

Had, all this while, ‘devouring Fight maintain’d : 
Stiff, in Refiftance, Orcb’s dreadful Hoft, 
Nor loft their Ground, ior from the Hebrews gain’d ! 
Unmark’d by Thefe, along the reedy Shore, 
Sad Phurah, who, by Chance, had ’fcap’d the Flame, 
Into the Wood, “the Spoils of Hiram bore ; 
Spoils, which amidft a'W ar of Spears, before, 
Rufhing, He drage’d away, with-vent’rous Aim, » 
By Scorn of Danger mov’d, and Hopes of Fame ! 
Safe cover'd by the Wood's defenfive Shade, 
On the Hill’s Top, to Gideon’s Tent he came : 
There found He Foajb, near a Fountain laid, 
Where Hope, and Fear, th’ Event of Battle weigh’d. 
Sad, on the Ground, his Trophies Phurah threw, 
And kneli, in trembling Silence, at his Feet ; 
up farts the Sage, with fix’d, and earnett View ; 
Why doft Thou, thus, thy Mafter’s Father greet ? 
Ob! Heis loft ! — Heaven has deceiv’d his Trutt ! 
And Gods have learn’d, from Men, to be unjuft ! 


Phurah, whofe mournful Eyes had watch’d the 


_ Flame, 
Fill its increafing Smoke obfcur’d his Sight, 
d, from the thick’ning Shouts, which Southward 


came, 

Had judg’d his Lord deffroy’d, *twixt Fire, and Fight : 

Now, weeping, tells, for Truths, the Ills, He guef, 
d realizes Woes, his Fears fuggett. 


TION,’ happening to be trufted in - 


B 


i § 


HicGu, to th’ upbraided Sun, and Heaven-toof ‘4 \ 


Skies, ‘ | . 
Th’ afflicted Parent rais’d his Hands, and Eyes; ».. «4 
Pitilefs Gods! he cry’d, Ye know to find = 
Sure Plagues, to weary Life-— and wafte Mankind ! :. 
In Swarms, Your unknown Regions we fupply Ae 
And Earth, unpeopled, fends you S/aves,\on high: 
But, twas too trying, too fevere, a Woe! | 
Of All my Children, thus, to rob my Age ! 
Out of my A//,-cou’d ye not One beftow ? .. 
My feeble Life from Cares, and Wrongs, ‘to fave ? 
Or, when cold Death fhou’d his /eft Succour crave, 
To fhade Grey Hairs, in fome Domeftick Grave ? 
Old, and decay’d, mutt I be, yet, a Slave ? 
No !——’T were a nobler Choice, to {natch at Fame 
He dies with Praife, who fhuns to live with Shame ! 
Old, asl am, the Midian Thieves fhall know, 
That Gideon’s Houfe can furnifh, ftill, Oxe Foe: 
"Twill give fome Eafe, depriv’d of A// my own, 
To make Their Sons the Deaths of Mine atone. 





SPEAKING, He {fnatch’d the Trophies from the 
Ground, . . 

On his lean Head the glitt’ring Helm he bound ; 
His thréat’ning Eyes the diftant Danger brav’d, 
And, horrid, o’er his Brows, the Horfe-hair wav’d. «. 
The late-pierc’d Corflet to his Breafthe brac’d,. 
And, on his Legs,. the Steely. Buskiris lac’ds . 
Loofe, round his Thighs, the Wind-rais’d Cuifbes blew, 
His weak, Left, Arm /ufhain’d the pond’rous Shield, 
And the curv’d Sword his trembling Right-hand drew ; 
So arm’d, to Heaven, aloud, He, thrice, appeal’d, 
And ruth’d, diftraéted, to the thund’ring Field. 


IN vain his gath’ring Friends, alarm’d too late, 
Down the Hill’s Side th’ unpractis’d Chief purfue ; 
Impulfive Paffion lends his Weaknefs Weight ; . 

And, while, fo urg’d, amidft the Prefs He flew, 
Sudden, the diftanc’d Follow’rs loft his View : 

Still, as between the Hebrew Bands he pafs’d, 

With loud Upbraidings, He reproach’d their Guilt ; 
Cowards ! hecry’d, revenge Your Wrongs, atlaft, 
Revenge Your Gen’ral’s Blood, by Treafon fpilt.’ i 


As, when a ftriding Lab’rer, mows the Grain, 
And bends, with fcopeful Slant, at Ev’ry Sweep, 
Bit, by fome lurking Adder, on the Plain, 

He feels th’ infectious Poifon upward creep; 
Chill’d, in his Veins, the Lify Current Stops, 
His Heart beats /amguid, and his Scythe he drops : 
So, when their Gew’ral’s Death opprefs’d their Ear, 
Th’ unfinew’d Army fickens into Fear ; 

Slack’ning 


| Thea sen) ot Wo es LIX: | 
The Prompter. 
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Slacl?ping their Rage, they, flow, up Hill, recede, 


And, cool; ‘gain Time to mark, how much they blecd. 
Strong, as They move, the Midian Ranks prefs higher, 


As ftruggling Wind \cans hard on rifing Fire. 


oafh, alone, deep ftung, by Senfe of Wo¢, 
Scilec, with wild Rage, at Every vain Foe ; 
While Friends furround Him, /afe/y érave, He kills, 
And his kept Station with Deftruction fills : 

At Laft, left Single, by. the fhrinking Bands, 
Difcov’ring round Hit, 

He fees Prince Oreb, as he, reftlefs, ran, 

To guide Encouragement, from Man to Man ; 
Hid, by a Vizor, clofing, o’er his Face, 
Difguis'd, by Blood, and dreadful to the Sight ; 
Foafb, who mark’d not his diftinguifh’d Grace, 
Knew.uat th’ Heroick Chief, but call’d aloud ; 


Turn, Slaught’ rer ! Turn — for[ake the /oameful Crowd, 


_ More nobly bold dave meet My Sword in Fight, 


.. Pto 


Nor meanly war, ow Men, prepar'd for Flight. 


Oreb turn’d fhort; and faw, ‘with deep Surprize, 
The Creft of Hiram dancing in his Eyes ; 
The well-known Armour of his Friend he view’d, 
And /eft: th’ inviting Fortune, He purfu’d: | 
To Foafb, with flow Step, and wond’ring Air 


What Chance, he cry’d, beftow’d thofe Arms, you 


Wear ? i 
Are they my Hiram’s Trophies, won in Fight ? 
Or, has ftrong Likewe/s but deceiy’d my Sight ? 


Brave Thou muft, furely, be, and worth my Sword, 


If thy blefs’d Courage gain’d That high Reward : — 

a/b nor heard, nor anfwer’d Him, a Word, 
But, furious, ftill preft on, withour Regard. 
Shook his broad Sword, along the deadly Field, 
And rung Defiance on his founding Shield. 


THE fiery Prince, impatient of Difdain, 
Reyolv’d th’ uncertain , With inward Pain ; 
Whaoe’er Thou art, he cry’d, Revenge is mine ; 


If this launch’d Javelin Hiram’s Lofs repays 
ine, 


No longer fhall thofe ravifh’d Spoils be 

Nor Foes, triumphant, bear fuch Praife away : — 
He faid; —and ére th’ advancing Sage came nigh, 
His well-poiz’d Dart, with forceful Fury, threw ; 
The prattis’d Steel obey’d his meas’ring Eye, 
And, with wee. Level, hiffing, flew: 

In, at;the Flethlefs Side, it Entrance found, 


And ploygh’d the et ae Ribs, with fheary Wound ; 


Weak’ned, with but ftaggering to contend, 

Down fink his aged Knees, in Nervelefs Bend ; 

‘d, on One Arm, thick Mifts refcind the Light, 

fhadowy Forms {wim, fickly, crofs his Sight , 
drags the Target on his flack’ning Hald, 


ae ; from his speping Hand, the Sword drops, cold. 


— 


i -Oreb rufh’d in, and, by fierce Wrath poffefs’d, 
«Tore from his hoary Head the plumy Creft ; 
Bat, when the Face of Foa/h he difcern’d, 


te! 


d, he ftarted, with fevere Amaze; 


Scarce, 
Fix’d, He beheld Him, with unceating Gaze ! 


Gideon, clofe follow’d, by his conqwring Train, 
Now, #’er the Stream, had turious Paflage woa , 
And, hemm’d by Foes, Be fafe the yergy Plaix : 
His Arm, on Eyery Side, th’ Invaded fhun, 

And, loofe, before him, {cattering Parties run: 


where, expas’d, He ftands, 


believ'd he faw — Surprizd, concern’d,— 


Up the fteep Hill, fatigu’d by Length of Fight 

Panting with Heat, and Thirft, by Labour pent 

Stain’d o’er with Blood, and Sweat, and Dutt sm 

nobly dreadful Sight ! des 

is: perfevering Steps, refolv’d, He bent, 

And ‘Fhreat’nings, and Commands, before him, fent. 
T HE Voice of Gideon, and his Echoinz Name 

Reviv'd the dying Ardour of his Hoft;° 

Out breaks, at once, like fome rekindling Flame, 


‘Loft Refolution, to regain their Pott: 


But, as along the Steep, with Shelvy Tread 
Th impetuous Hero his fierce a led, 
Blaftful, as Fogs, to pure, A&therial Lighr, 


The Face of fuppliant Foa/b ftruck his Sight : 


His Eyes new rais’d, He feem’d to pant for Breath 
And gaz’d on Gideon, with the Glare of Death ; ¢ 
O’er Him ftood Qreb, leaning on his Sword, 

And watch’d returning Life, now Half-reftor’d : 


Murp’reER! the Hero cry’d, what Savage 
Has driven thy Vengeance on defencelefs - age 


— Difboneft Vi ry ! — Since we come too Late ! 


Be Shame thy Trophy, and this Lance thy Fate! — 

Oreb, who knew the tuneful Acc well, 

And turn’d — His Name, and fad M 

Guardful, ‘behind his Shady Buckler, ‘hy 

While, on its Orb, the Haily Jav'lins rung: 

As Mariners, when rifing Storms prevail, 

Call’d on, aloud, to reef th’ o’erl 

Nor hear, nor liftez to th’ Exclaimets Min 

Deafen’d, by roaring Seas, and thund’ring Winds : 

So deaf, and fo regardle{s of his Will, 

The Hebrew Captains prefs the Prince with War ; 

Vers'd, in Defence, He fought, inyoking fill, 

And backward, up the Hill, retreated far ; 

Their Spvercign’s Danger foon His Guards dif- 
cent aS US 

Loud, with a diftant Shout, his Foes defy, 

Then, to His Aid, with ruthing Vengeance, fly. 


Gideon, neglectful of the rifing Fight, — 
Flies to his Father’s Arms, with kind Affright ; 
Bent, on his Knee, fupports his finking Head, 
And, in his Eyes, the Speechle/s Meanings read : ~ 
How has th’ Almighty Hand of Heav°z, he cry'd, 
Permitted, thus, your Rev’rend Age to bleed? © 
Why is my Heart, by this xew Tortyre try’d, 
And, from what Sin were all thefe Woes decreed ? 
SFRUGGLING, awhile, with Weaknefs, and with 
Pain, 
His feeble Arms departing Foafh rais’d ; 
On his Son’s Shoulders lean’d, with Jab’riag Strain, 
And, in glad Axguifb, on his Eye-balls gaz’d ; _ 
"Twas my ows Fault! he cry’d, Th’ Almighty’s 


yuft ! 
Why pe 4 Thar God be kizd, whom Men dif- 
truft } 
Baal is an Idol, and Thy God muf reign, 
Nor has my Gigeon’s Sword been draqwz in vain: 
Glorious, go on! Thy groaning Country free! 
Now I believe the Truths, I ne’er fhall fee / 
area: — It had been Joy, wh Fhee, R liye, 
But, Heav'n, thar, thus, can papifh, may forgive! 
Speaking, He funk ; and, galping, Rill, for Breath 
Sieh’'d out his Soul; and ftretch’d his Limbs » 
Death. (aes: 


od 
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